eral times to run off one-reclers that the
company happened to be in a hurry for,—
Seth Twomley and his whole bunch of
gilent supernumeraries failed to show up.

I swore; I raved; I tore my hair and
stood on my head.

When 1 had spent a little of my voecal
fire and brimstone, 1 grabbed Doris
and hauled her under the trees. She was
really penitent; but even that didn't
soften my heart—which organ is usually
of summer-butter consistency.

“Pardon the French,” 1 said caustically,
“but you have sure played hell now—"

. “And then some,” she confessed hon-
estly.

“I warned you about it long ago—"

“I always was too much of a fool to take
advice. That's why I'm a thrill-woman.”

“And you didn't pay any attention,” I
went on, ignoring her interruptions. “You
went and courted that big, handsome
booband made him fall in love with you—"

“It was such a cinch!”

“And, now that you've amused your-
self with him, he's discovered that you
were only playing with him, and he's
jumped the job. All the money I've spent
in salaries gone to the devil, all my time
wasted, all the company's time wasted,
half the scenes to be re-filmed—and, last
of all, a big, honest mountaineer with a
broken heart—all beeause you wanted to
have a good time. 1'm ashamed of you—
and disgusted with you, Doris!”

She gazed straight at me, her eyes brim-
ming with tears.

“Spill it all,” she urged. “I got it eomin’

" to me, an’ I might's well have it all in one

big dose.”

So I “spilled it all,” and when I finished
she was as contrite, as sincerely contrite,
as ever an addlepated little woman eould
-be,

“And, leaving me and the company and
the money all out of it,” I persisted,
“think of poor Seth. Think of the dignity
of what he's done. Dead in love with you
—and you handing him the iey mitten;
and now he does like a Laura Jean Libby
character—walks off into his haunts rather
than suffer further rebuffs at yvour hands,
and”—lugubriously—*"all of the supes
with him. Why, Doris, you've turned his
heart against womankind, and—"

She was blubbering.

“Cut it—ecut it, please. I ecan’t stand
any more, Bill, 1—I— Oh, gee! honest,
I never knew what I was doing. I was
just trying to kid him along.”

“And yvou sueceeded. You bet you sue-
eeeded!”

“I didn't mean anything by it. And
he was such a boob—I just couldn't pass
itp the chance.”

“No"—sarcastically. “And here I am
with about thirty unfinished secenes in a
five-reel pieture. And my supes gone.”
I clenched my right fist and slammed it
into the left palm. “They've gol to come

>~ back!"

She jumped about six feet.

“Yes!”

“They've gol to!”

‘How?"

“You caused the trouble, and you've
got to solve tho difficulty. You must see
Seth—"

“Go out there?”

“Yes—I'll go with you. I won't tip any
of the others off to it, if you don't want
me to. I'll just declare a holiday, and
we'll go out there. I've just simply got to
leave it to you to straighten things up
with him, and humor him into bringing
the bunch back.”

“But—but—how—"

“How? How? This ain’t a guestion
of ‘how,’ Doris. It's a question of ‘must.’
And it's up to you. Get me?”

“] get you. I'll try—"

WI‘T‘I—II?\' a half hour we were driving
out toward the little mountain settle-
ment in which Seth lived. And Doris
hadn't passed up any bets in making her
preparations. She was dolled out in a be-
witehing biue—and-whlte middy, with a
%ig blue bow tie in front right where the
V of the collar runs into the rest of the
blouse: dark blue skirt— She was some
stunning looker, all right. And I knew
that if she dropped her flirtation tacties
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this onee she eould make Seth Twomley,
or 'most any other man, for that mat-
ter, do anything she wanted him to.

I really felt sorry for the big fellow, and
I admired the moral courage he had
shown in dropping her after a rebuff. He
must have seen that she was playing with
him; and, despite rough exteriors, I'd long
since discovered that the North Carolina
mountaineers are a sensitive lot. I turned
to the girl.

“He must've proposed to you yester-
day," I hazarded,

She had the grace to flush,

“Y-yes. He did.”

“It'd serve you right if you were the di-
rector,” 1 came back, with some bitter-
ness. “Everything any fool member of
my company does reacts on me, I've got to
deliver the goods—exeuses can't be shown
in the picture houses.”

It was a long drive to Cordesville,
where Seth lived. And Bat Cave is a
pretty good distanece out itself. The road
narrowed and grew rougher and elimhed
higher. The trees became scrubby and
bent. The white, fleecy clouds were be-
low us. I grew a mite sorry that I hadn't
brought a revolver, although I'm not
much of a believer in hip-pocket artillery.

But finally we erossed the last big ridge
and dipped down into the grassy hollow
where squatted about twenty ramshackle
cabins, We had struck Cordesville. 1
made up my mind that if we got away
with our lives we'd come out there for
some pictures,

I slowed up the team and bumped down
the rocky road. Half way down, Doris
squealed.

“There's Seth,”
team up short.

she said. I pulled the

E was sitting on the grass, square chin

in his well shaped hand, and the breeze
blowing through his wavy hair. When
he saw us, he rose and strode toward the
rig. 1 didn't like the cocksure swing of
his stride.

“Howdy,” he greeted gruffly, his eye
fixed menacingly, uneasily, on Doris.

“Howdy," we greeted in chorus.

“What can I do f'r you-uns?” he asked
awkwardly.

Doris was silent.

“You—you quit the job at Bat Cave?”
I asked.

“Uh-huhb.”

“We've come to get vou to go back with
us—and bring the others.”

Doris seemed tongue-tied. 1 had to do
all the talking. It's a shame the way they
all throw a director down.

“Cain't do hit.”

“Can’t?”

“Nope.”

“But why?"

He glanced uneasily first at me, then
at Doris, then at me again.

“Cain't say. Mebbe 1
alone.”

“Tell both of us.”

Onee more he glanced at Doris.

“Shall I?" he questioned her,

“Certainly,” she snapped.

“Wal," he drawled steadily, eyeing the
ground studiously, “y' see, hit's thisaway.
Ever sence I been in Bat Cave a-workin’
f'r you, I been treated right, an’' 1 done
my best. But—wal,” he paused, then
continued desperately. “This yere young
gal she goes an’ falls in love with me. 1
tried to git away f'um her. but I couldn’t,
nohow. I stood it 's long as possible; but,
v'see—yestiddy she goes an’ proposes to
me that 1 should marry her. An' I
cain't—"

“But—"

“They hain’t no ‘buts,'” he went on re-
lentlessly, avoiding Doris's flashing eyes.
“I'm plumb sorry she's in love with me,
but 1 jes' eain’t marry her. An' 1 eain't
go back, even of she'd promise to let me
alone, 'case some of the boys done tol' my
wife about the way she was pesterin’
me—"

That's all there is to the story. You
may be interested, though, in knowing
that Doris was eured—and that, although
Seth Twomley never came himself, he did
have the grace to send the others back,
80 that I was able to film the whole five
reels of “The Moonshiner's Wile,”

e'n tell you

for September 19, 1915
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longer, too,

Do you have weak arches?
Then you need the Foster
Orthopedic Heel which
gives that extra support
where needed. Especially
valuable to policemen, mo-
tormen, conductors, floor
walkers and all who are on
their feet a great deal. 7hc
attached at your dealer’s—
or sent ﬁqmd upon re-
ceipt of and outline of
your heel.

Get a pair today.

eels”
said she.

CATS PAW

RUBBER HEELS

There's a treat in store for lg'ou
the moment l)]rou have Cat’s

ed to your shoes.

Gives your step the safe, buoyant
lightness of the trained athlete,

The Foster Friction Plug prevents
slipping on wet sidewalks and icy
surfaces — makes the heels wear

No holes to track mud and dirt.

They cost no more than the ordinary kind
—and they are easy to find—all dealers—
50 cents attached—black or tan.

THE FOSTER RUBBER CO.
105 Federal Street, Boston, Mass.

Originators and Patentess of the Foster
Friction Flug which preveats alipping.
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Freeman’s
Face Powder

(Madein U.S.A.)

can be
bmulllt snywhere
for Zic & box and it's
guarnntesd to prove jult
aa aatisfoctory as any b
" $1.00 powder you huve ever uuc-d
Try it— use half a box, If you'rs
not delighted with It, return tho
balance to your dealer and Eet your
money b
Bample box malled on request.

THE FREEMAN
PERFUME Co. gL -

You Can Earn
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NEW MACHINE

Mak 000 & year and
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BATWOOO TIE & EQUIFMENT COMPARY
Indipnapolis, bad.

630 Capitsd Ave.

WANTED IDEAS

ere for List of Inventions Wanted. $1,000,000
in pnzen offered for inventions. Our four books

ee. 2> Patents secured or Fee Retumed,
VICTOR J.EVANS & CO., 8 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

“DON’'T SHOUT”

* 1 hear you. [ can hear now
as well as :mylmlh PHuw 2
i RLE

I've a palr
in my ears now, but they
are invisible. | would not klmw
1 had them in mysell, only that I
hear all rght.

“The Morley Phone for the

DEATF

in to the ears what
glasees are to the
eyes. luvigible, comfort-
oble, weightless and
Iurmlcu Anyone can

adjust it."" Overone hun-
dred thousand sold. \\"me lor lm:klet and testimoniuls,

THE MORLEY CO.,Dept. 78 1, Perry Bidg., Phila.

POMPEIAN
OLIVE OIL

ALwAyYSsS FRAESH
PURE-SWEET-WHOLESOME

OLD MONEY WANTE

9§50.00 FAID for DOLLAR 18T3 8. Mint: §2.00 for 1904 dellar proof.
27.00 tor 1883 ®e srrows, ste. Many valusble eoins rireu-
lating. Gt poated, Se unlrtrfwlarlllllu Coln Clrealar, 1t may
mean large profit to you, Wumismatie Baak, Dept. 5, Fort Worth, Tex,
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BOOKS and ADVICE
Watson E. Coleman, Pafent Lauwyer, Washingten, D.C.

A Fortune to the Inventor
who reads and heeds it, is the possible worth of the
| B C. I

That Protect and Pay

book we send for 6 cents postage. Write us 0t once.
8. & A B. LACEY, Depi W. WAAHINGTON, D.




